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FROM 


DICK FRANC KLIN, 


BOOKSELLER; 


'T O 


NICK AMHURST, 


POET, up Three-Pair of Stairs. 


Occaſion d by his EPS T L E to 
Sir I—N BL—rT. 
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Scrinia 4 Magnis, me Manus una capit. 
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ON DER not, Nick, whoſe Magick 
72 Feather 


5 


Vertue and Br has tack'd to- 
gether; 


(And tho? their diff'ring Natures jar, 

Mix em like Oil and Vinegar) 

That after all the Pains you've taken, NET 
You prove moſt heinouſly miſtaken : 


* 


The 


( 


The Common Practice, let me tell ye, 
Tho? you might hope *twould fill your Belly, 
Whilſt Stock was high, and all things ſold 
That, like South-Sea, but promis'd Gold ; 


8 . 
Now Times are chang'd, and Printers dun me, 


Will never ſtop the Run upon me: 

You, gentle Chap, have penn'd Epiſile, 

But "tis poor Dicx that muſ; go whiſtle. 

Tis true, you told me when you writ it, 

And then indeed I thought you'd hit it, 

That Great Sir JoRN, Crown old in Fame, » | 
Wou'd raiſe us, like his mighty Name: 

ir might be ſo indeed with you, 

_ Your Fame might riſe, and Pocket too ; 

But in my melancholy Calling, 


I'm nearer to him, now he's falling: 


For 


Al 


Ft 


Se 
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| For i in our Way, I chought you'd known i it 
Whether Heroick, Ode, or Sonnet, 

The Poet that we pay excels in, 
According to the Floor he dwells in, 
Altho the Matter ſhould be true, 

Which here can ſcarce be faid for you: 

Yet if he times it not as well, 


The Deel a Pen'worth on't will ſell. 


: WHENEVER therefore Madam Isis, 
(The Fund from whence moſt Wit ariſes) 
From College-Ale, and ſlender Commons, 
At ſome pretended Noble's Summons, 
Sends up to Town a meagre Wight, 

With Body thin, and Pocket light; 


We 


We treat him wich Diverſions youthful, 
And give him oft a pleaſing Mouthful 


For which his grateful Muſe takes Wing, 


And ſtrait grows very promiſing. 
We ply him next with Whore and Wine, 
For Wits muſt——drink as well as dine, 


II by Miſhap ſome Nymph enſnare him, 


We find a Doctor to repair him; 

And then, to ſet him right and clear, 
We ſend him out to take the Air: 

You know the Method out of Town, F 


But *tis our Coin waits on you down, 


THUS far you ſee us out of Purſe, 
| And*tis your Wit muſt reimburſe: 


Bur 


g n ut as we give it kind Protection, 
It ought to follow our Direction. 

A Poet i to one of us 

A kind of two. legg d Pegaſus: + 
They rule the Quadruped that can, 
But tis our Trade to ride the Man, 
And by peculiar Spur and Bridle, 


To keep him neither hot nor idle. 


But you, high-flown in airy Dreams, 


And building upon South-Sea Schemes, 


Deſpis'd all Rule, and headlong run 


The way to have us both undone. 


Great Changes were ſo plenty grown; 


And all Diſtinctions over-thrown; 


The S2#th-Sea Pot ſo faſt boil'd up, 


The Dregs lay fwimming all at top : 
Sens 
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Chimerick Riches did ſo floc- ,,, 
And Worth Intrioſick fell ſo low; ©! 
That, in the Croud, our Poetaſter 


Thought to be greater than his Mastro 
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BUT mark, ye Servants of Apollo, - 


When Wits bear Sway, what Miſchiefs follow? 


If, when your Vein was this way bent, 
Vou had apply*d for my Conſent, 

I ſhould have warn'd you, even then, 
Not thus to proſtitute your Pen ; 

Nor make your Muſe a Servile Bitch, 


To fawn upon a R—gue that's rich. 


THOU faw'ſt him then by Crouds admir'd, 


By Crouds, like thee miſled—or hir'd ; 
For 
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For, truſt me, to unbyaſsd Eyes 
The Villain ſhone thro the Diſguiſe, 


To thoſe who would but fairly ſcan, 

And ſift the Patron from the Man: 
Gong d like a Leech, we ſaw him ſtand, 
The Ruin of his Native Land; 7 
The Curſe of long-ſucceeding Times, 

And all his Wealth outweigh'd in Crimes. 
We read the Fate of Future Years, 
The Orphans Cries, the Widow's Tears; 

Unnumbred Miſchiets taking Birth, 15 

Hell's blackeſt Deeds out- done on Earth: 

A Nation ſwallow'd at a Meal, 


And all the Woes that now we feel. 


B 2 BUT 


CW) . 


BUT truce, my Muſe, with things ſo grave, 


Satire's not Sauce to dreſs 4 Knave: 


h 
Shake Hands with me, repenting Bard, U 
And leave him to his juſt Reward. —*_ 


OFT am Lask'd, Dicx, prithee what 
Has Nicx by his Epiſtle got? 

To which, becauſe Pll not complain, Sir, 
I ſeldom care to give an Anſwer; 

For ſhould I tell your Fate to others 

Of your epiſtolizing Brothers, 

How much your mighty Hopes are bit, 

| 'Twou'd hurt the Commonwealth of Wit, 
And make my Bards, in future Letters, 
Inſtead of Praiſe, lampoon their Betters. 


| 8 Well, 


(13) 
5 Well, be it ſo, for Faith! dear Youth, 
No longer Il diſguiſe the Truth; 
And if in earneſt you are breaking, 
The World ſhall ſee twas not my weking 
You may remember well enough, 
Before this laſt unlucky Stuff, 

I in Good-Humour oft wou'd ſay, 
Thou'rt in a comfortable Way; 
Wou'd ſmile, and nod, cry Very pretty, 
When *rwas but tolerably witty : 

: And when you'd done your daily Task, 
Deny'd you nothing you cow'd ask . 
You eat, you drank, you rak'd your fill, 
As long as you brought Griſt to Mill; 
Of all my Store you had your Share, 


No Poet in the Street liv” d gayer. 


WAS 


* 
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WAS ; it for this your courteous: Muſe | 
Did ſuch an awkard Patron chuſe ? 


Ah Nicx ! once gay, now hipp'd and wan, 


How much, alas! unlike the Man, 


Whom late I faw,, high-plum'd with Pride, 


In Coach and Six to TIanbridge ride; 
There, with Sir JOHN, of Stocks to talk, 
Wich him in Silk. lind Carb to walk, 

To ſwagger, and be ſtar'd upon: 

See there! N las AMHURST and Sir JoEN! 
Mark how the bi tele fawning Wight, 

Bids him Good-morrow | and Good-might, 
How cloſe they lay their Heads together ! 
All this was in thy Sunſhine Weather. ; | 
Oh happy Bard! Spectators ſaid, 

Thy Work is done, thy Fortune*s wade ; | 
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Tour Friends, that bade you. kiſs their 8 a5 
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How will DE AuNE, when this he hear, 
Sink his proud Creſt, and hang his Ears?" '' 
With ſhame thy upſtart Greatneſs ſee . 


Aud curſe the Kpight as well ag Thee 42 21001 


No more in Garret ſhalt thou duell, 
And venal Mit ta Fx NKL ell; 


No more on humble Sheepbs- Heart dinq̃ 


» 
Thy Pots of Ale give place to Mine: 


Burgundy, Hermitage, Champaigne, | , . 7 

Tuſi as you wiſh, ſhall fire your Brain. 2412258 2061 

When you were Foor,, and they were rich, 

Shall ſoon their Paughty Error find, 

And Lau A ſhall Kois be kind ; 

Thy various Woes be at an end, 

Since BL—T, ſince GoDL iKE BL—T's thy Friend. 
FROM 


160 


That little Nicx, the South. Sea Bard, 
= Grew high in Favour and in Fame, 
" ToGreat Sir Joan endear'd his Name; 


And was the Talk of Belles and Beaux: 


In quite another Plight and Mein; 

In a new Chariot almoſt made, — 

Forgetting all his former Trade, 

Rattle in Grandeur by my Shop, 
Nor condeſcend to call or ſtop. 

In ſhort, that Vou, my tiny Elf, 
Wou'd glitter like Sir * ume 


. 
* 


FROM Tunbridge eviry Day Lheard, 


Had got Subſcriptions, and New Clothes, 


That quickly he'd in Town be ſeen, - + 


THE 
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THE Deel a bit wouldſt thou believe, 
What Dick did all the while conceive, 
That I again, my rhyming Parrot, 

Should have thee, cage'd in priſtine Garret: 
Juſt as thought, *ris come about, 

But *tis not worth our falling out: 

Let tho Reproach, I own, 1s hateful, 

I cannot think it quite fo grateful, 
| That you, whom I fo freely fed, 
So much oblig'd, as I have ſaid, 


Shou'd run thus all of your own head; 
Write Panegyricks on the Mob, 
And make me ſuffer for the Job: 
I think myſelf too lightly ſet by, 
When you give Rogues what I ſhou'd get by. 


C . 
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* THAT Emblem which you hary'd upon, E 
Of Mosss and your Friend Sir Joan; ; 
That Rock you talk'd of, gentle Nick, 
Has play'd your Knight a ſcurvy Trick. | 


In Days, when Wonders were at beſt, 

This wou'd have been but ſpoke in jeſt : 

Of old, when Miracles were plenty, 

Rocks ſtream'd with Water; that I * ye: 
But I have never heard it told, 


That Stone or Stock e 'er ſtrean'd with Gold. 


BUT, 1 ſuppoſe, I've ſhew'd a Mirror, 


In which, at laſt, you ſee your Error; 


— — 


* Thus my Friend Nick : 
So Mosts ſmote the barren Rock, 
(An Emblem of the South-Sea Stock) 
Which, rouch'd with his Celeſtial Rod, 
Pour'd a full Stream, the Work of God. 


What | 
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What then, for you to do, remains, 


But mend your Manners and my Gains? 
Leave. now your Muſe at my Diſcretion, 
Pll bring you back to Reputation; 
Your Credit and my own reſtore, 
And be as kind t'ye as before. | 
If now, whilſt all Men mourn their Ills, 
You are a little out at heels 3 
Een thank your own miſtaken Brains, 
And take your Labour for your Pains; - 
| Your Patron has done all he can do, 


Then wiſh him what all honeſt Men da. 


OH! give me back thoſe Golden Days, 


Before you dealt in venal Praiſe; 


C 2 When 


(20) 
When with a juſt Satirick Pen, 
You laſh'd the Faults of guilty Men; 
| When SrREPHON's Muſe, however rude, 
IT be Hatred of Coquet and Prude, 
To oublick View their Crimes reveald, 
The only Things they kept conceal'd : 
The Good it did, we know full well, 
And Oxford's Youth and 1 ſhall tell: 
The Dames might rail, the Poem fold, 
I got as faſt as they could ſcold. 
Oh! had your Style been here the ſame, 
You'd had a Chance indeed for Fame: 
Had you, as once, impartial Youth, 
Reſolv'd ro ſpeak the real Truth ; 
Had you expos'd the Villain Knight, 
3 And ſet him in his proper Light; 


Not 


| ( 21) 


Not Praiſe alone had been your Due, 
Thoſe now undone, had pray'd for you, 
Or if thy Panegyrick Flight 

Intended to do Virtue Right, 


What Milt before thine Eyes was thrown? 


What Cloud of Dullnefs, like thy own, 
Hid Som thy Sight the Great and Brave, 
And made Thee ſtumble on a Knave? 
Too late thy proſtituted Muſe 
— her baſe, her ſordid Views; 
Who could N EWCASTLE's Name forget, 
The Patron born, and Judge of Wit; 
To fawn upon thy Country's Foe, : 
Alike in Birth and Merit, low. 
Alas! my Friend, a Moment's Thought 
Had ſav d thy now repented Fault. 


TW) 


His Favour thou hadſt aim'd to gain, 
Where Merit never ſues in vain ; 
Whoſe Influence fo wide is read, 

His Benefactions reach the Dead; 

To whom almoſt the Power is given, 
To glad the very Bleſt in Heaven: 
Heark how each Angel tunes his Lays! 


I Heark how their joyful Notes they raiſe ! 


Whil& Dzypzx's Shade directs their Praiſe. 


BUT I, whom none will Bard eſteem, 


Am loſt upon the boundleſs Theme: 
With Favour let me then be read, 

| Tonly hint what Td have faid. 

But were your Talent thus employ*d, * 


I own [ ſhould be overjoy'd - 


For 
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| For manag'd like ſome Themes you ſing, 


Pm ſure*twow'd make a pretty Thing; 
And I might hope, by ſuch a Friend, 

To have Thee ſomething in the end: 

At leaſt to find his pity ing Hand, 

That toils to heal his native Land; 
When Crouds redeem'd, will let him ſee, 


At length ſretch'd out to ſuccour Thee. 


SO may thy N ame be ſpread, and I, 

With Tonsox and with LixToT vie; 

So may'ſt thou pay, in Fame or Wealth, 
The Score we tick'd to Bs Good-Health : 
80 may in time a juſt Reward 


Deſcend on him, and Thee, his Bard . : 


* 
And thus your diff'rent Emblems ſhine, 


The Rope be Br. rs, the Laurel thine. 
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